The Tragedy of W amlct 

My fcarcs forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their erraumi com million; where I found H oratie 
A royafl knaucry,an exaft command 
Larded with many fcuerall forts ofreafons, 

Im porting Denmarkes health, and Englands to, 

With hoe iiich bugges and goblins in my life, 

That on thefuperuiicno lcafurc bated, 

No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fliouldbcftrookeoft 
H ora. V ft poflible? 

H am. Hceres the commlflton,rcad it at more Icafure, 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed, 

H ora. lbefeechyon. 

H am. Being thus be-netted round with villaincs. 
Or I could make a prologue to my braincs. 

They had begunne the play,l fat me downe, 

Deuifd a new commi(Iion,wrote it fairc, 

I once did hold it as our ftatifts doe 
A bafeneffe to write fairc, and labourd much 
How to forget that Icarning^but lir now 
It did meyctiunsferuice,wilt thou know 
Th’ effeft of what I wrote' 

Hera. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft coniuration from the King, 

As England was his faithful] tributary, 

As lone betweene them like the palme might florifh. 
As peace ftiould Bill her wheaten garland weare 
And Band a Comma tweenc their amities, 

And many fuch like,ag fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and knowing ofthefe contents,. 
Without debatement further more or Icflc, 

He fliould thofe bearers put to Juddaiuc death. 

Not (hriuing time slow’d. 

Hora . How was this fealdf 
Ham. Why euen in that was ncauen ordiliant, 
Ihad my fathers fignet in my purle 
• Which was the model of that Danifti fcale, 

Folded the writvp in the forme of thotber, 
SttWcrib’di^gau’tth’imprcflTionjplscd it fafefy, 


Prince ofDennurke • 

The changling neuer knowne : now the next day 
VTas our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already. 

H ora. So Guyldenfierne and R ofcncraus goe too’t. 

H am. They are not necre my confcience;their defeat 
Dooesby their owne infinuation growc, 

Tis dangcious whenthe bafer nature comes 
Betweene the pafle and fell inccuccd poynts 
Ofmightyoppofits. 

Hora. Why what aKing is this ! 

H am, Dooes it not thinke thee Rand me now vppon ? 

Hcc that hath kild my King, and whor’d my mother , 4 

Pop’t in betweene the eledion and my hopes, 

Throvvne out his Angle for my proper life, 

Aud with fuch cofiuage, i’ft not perfed confcicnce ? 

/ Enter a Courtier, 

four. Your Lordfhippeis right welcome backc toDenmarke* 

H Am. 1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this water-fly ? 

Hora. No my good Lord, 

Warn. Thy Rate is the more gratious , for tis a vice to know him. 
He hath much land and fertill : let abeaft be Lord ofbeafts, and his 
crib (hall ft and at the Kings meffe, tis a chough , but as I fay , fpaci- 
ous in the poflefsion of durt. 

Cohy . Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhippc were at Lcafure, I fliould 
impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Warn. I will rcceiue it fir with all dilligcncc of fpirrit,your bonnet 
to his right vfc,tis for the head. 

Cour . J thanke your Lordfliippt is very hot. 

Haw. No belccuc me, tis very cold,thc wind is Northerly . 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

But yet me thinkes it is very louliry and hot , or my com* 

plexion. 

C 0Mr ♦ Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as t were I cannot 
Kll how:my Lord his Maiefty bad me fignific to you, that a has layed 
agreat wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I bcfecch you remember. 

C 0H Nay good my Lord for my cafe in good faith, fir here is newly 
c omc to court JU*r*#/,bclc«uc me an abfolute gcntleml, full of moft 
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